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"And where they get to, I can't think/5 said the
gardener.
" Most of them," said Soames, " are playing instruments
in the streets."
" That's right, sir—my sister lives in London. I could
get a boy, but I can't trust him."
" Why don't you do it yourself ? "
" Well, sir, I expect it'll come to that; but I don't want
to let the garden down, you know." And he moved the
spud uneasily.
" What have you got that tiling for ? There isn't a
weed about the place."
The gardener smiled. " It's something cruel," he said,
" the way they spring up when you're not about."
" Mrs. Mont will be down to-morrow," muttered Soames.
ct I shall want some good flowers in the house."
" Very little at this time of year, sir."
" I never knew a time of year when there was much.
You must stir your stumps and find something."
" Very good, sir," said the gardener, and walked away.
e Where's he going now ? ' thought Soames. * I never
knew such a chap. But they're all the same.' He supposed
they did work some time or other; in the small hoursa
perhaps—precious small hours ! Anyway, he had to pay
'em a pretty penny for it! And, noticing the dog's head
on one side, he said :
" Want a walk ? "
They went out of the gate together, away from the river.
The birds were in varied song, and the cuckoos obstreperous.
They walked up to the bit of common land where there
had been a conflagration in the exceptionally fine Easter
weather. From there one could look down at the river
winding among poplars and willows. The prospect was
something like that in a long river landscape by Daubigny

